leaned her cheek against mine. It was an unforgettable
moment.
" Please, Phillips, let her come," a voice like music
whispered in my ear.
" You will have to stay and look after me, then/' I
replied.
" But Phillips, darling, I'm on my honeymoon," she
protested. " I don't thiok Dan would like it at all."
" But think of my loneliness," I pleaded, glancing
reflectively across at Dan, well over six feet tall and
connected with Harvard football, I seemed vaguely to
remember.
" You'll do all right here in Monte Carlo," my
flaxen-haired enchantress declared, patting my hand.
" Elsie," she called out, " he has consented ! "
The whole thing was becoming serious. Every
objection I could put forward, every protest of my wife,
was swept away. The whole of that Htde gathering and,
it seemed to me, the barmen, the waiters and one or two
acquaintances who had chipped in, appeared to have made
up their minds that the proposal was one of the most
natural affairs possible.
" If she wants to see a little more of the world before
settling down with an old fogey like Opp," my wife's
oldest friend butted in, " why shouldn't she ? Elsie, I'm
with you all the time ! "
" But you're off before midnight and I haven't any
clothes," Elsie declared helplessly.
" You can buy them as you go along, dear," Ann
Mitchell told her. " Shopping in those quaint Eastern
places is lots of fun."
" We came in to a dinner-party," I remarked a little
weakly.
" We'll give Elsie a dinner-party every night of her
life," Ann Mitchell insisted.
Well, I am never quite sure who had the last word
and how it came about, but finally I realised that I had
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